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+e id My dear mouse friends, 


Have | ever told you how much | love science 
fiction? I’ve always wanted to write incredible 
adventures set in anott ion, but Pve never 
believed that parallel universes aii.. . until now! 


That’s because my good friend 

, the brilliant, secretive scientist, les 
just made an incredible discovery. Thanks to some 
mousetropic calculations, he determined that there 
are many differe NSIC | 


The professor’s work inspired me to write this 
science fiction adventure in which my family and | 


We’re a fabumouse crew: 


Geronimo Stilton 
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This fabumouse vessel js Called the 
MouseStar 1, and! am its captain! 


busy 
traveling around the Universe 


on exciting intergalactic missions, 


THIS Is THE 


LATEST ADy 


ENTURE 
OF THE SPA 


CEMICE! 





_______ fp 


SUPER-MEGA- 
COSMICALLY LATE! 


It all started one quiet morning aboard 
the MOUSeSTAR 1, the most mouserific 
spaceship in the universe. I was asleep, 
dreaming a wonderful dream: My book, The 
Spacemouse’s Guide to the Galaxy, was 
receiving the prestigious Intergalactic 
Literature Award! 

I stood on the stage as aliens from every 
corner of the solar system clapped and 
SHOOK their antennae in my 

Galactic Gorgonzola, my whiskers were 
TSEMSELING with happiness! 

The head judge was walking toward me 
with the award. I extended my paw to accept 


it, when — 





| 
en! Beeepl Beeep 


gee?! Beceem Beeep! 
peep! Beeps Beeep! 


I woke to the sound of my blaring alarm 


clock. Unfortunately, it wasn’t the head 
judge standing in front of me. Instead, it 
was Assistatrix, my personal assistant 
robot. 

“Good morning, Captain!” Assistatrix 


, » SUPER-MEGA-COSMICALLY Late! 


exclaimed. It is time to get up! “It is ten 
twenty-seven INTERGALACTIC TIME.” 

“You couldn’t have waited five more 
minutes?” I mumbled irritably. “I was in the 
middle of the BES# dream... MALLAN 
mozzarella! It’s already ten twenty- 


seven ?!” 


“Well, it is now ten twenty-eight, to be 





SUPER-MEGA-COSMICALLY Late! YQ , 


exact,” Assistatrix replied. “It’s time to —” 

“Corel up?” I squeaked. “I know! But 
you were supposed to wake me at eight! 
What happened?” 

“Hologramix gave me the order to rést 
your alarm clock,” Assistatrix replied. 

“HOLQGRAMIRX gave you an order?” 
I asked, surprised. “Since when is the ship’s 
computer giving you orders?! The last time 
I checked, I was the captain.” 

Oops, I almost forgot to introduce myself! 
My name is Stiltonix, Geronimo Stiltonix, 
and I am the captain of the MouseStar 1. 
And that morning I was SUPER-MEGA- 
COSmICALLY late! 

“Assistatrix, get my breakfast, please.” 

I Pan to my closet. I had to get dressed! 


OR 


WHERE'S My 
UNIFORM? 


My automated STYLTST greeted me when I 
opened my closet door. 

“Good morning, Trap!” 

Mousey meteorites, had I heard that 
correctly? 

“Um... EXCUSE ME.” I said. “What did 
you call me?” 

“Trap Stiltonix!” the stylist replied. 

“But my name isn’t Trap!” I squeaked, 
confused. “Trap is my cousin!” 

“Ha, ha, ha!” my stylist chuckled. “You’re 
so funny. You always want to joke around!” 

Joke around? What was my stylist 
SQUEAKING about? 

“But I’m the captain of this ship,” I 


WHERE'S My UNIFORM? = 


protested. “My name is Geron —” 

Before I could finish, the stylist handed 
me a Uniform. 

“Enough JOKING” my stylist ordered. 
“Here is your uniform. Now get dressed!” 

I was SUPER-MEGA-COSMICALLY late, so | 
didn’t have time to argue. Instead, I slipped 
one paw in one leg of the uniform and 


.< your uniform 
e is Y 3 Tha 
Py 











WHERE'S My UNIFORM? 
F —____. 


another in the arm... . but the uniform was 
ENORMOUSE! 

HOLEY CRATERS, it wasn’t my uniform. 
It was my cousin Trap’s! 

“This isn’t mine,” I said quickly. “Where’s 
my captain’s uniform?” 

“You would |OV€ to be the captain, 
wouldn’t you?” my stylist replied, sounding 
annoyed. 

“I am the captain!” I squeaked in 
frustration. What in the name of space 
cheese was going on? 

“Ha, ha, ha!” the stylist chuckled. “You’re 
such a jokester, Trap. But enough now. It’s 
time to get dressed!” 

At that moment, Assistatrix returned with 
my SPEEraSs. 

“Here you are, Captain!” 

“Finally, good news!” I cheered. But a 


WHERE'S My UNIFORM? = 


second later 1 @me@lled a strange odor. 
“What is this?” I asked as M-moto,. 

I stirred the SERANGE < A2 K 
greenish liquid in the er 
bowl Assistatrix had 
delivered. 

“It’s your MOTOR g 
Ww, Captain!” the 
robot replied. 

“M-motor oil?!” I 
exclaimed. “What 
are you squeaking 
about? I always have a cup of hot cheese 
in the morning!” 

“Not today, Captain!” Assistatrix said. 

“Oh, I get it!” I said with a laugh. “This is 
all a big joke. You’re kidding me, right? 
Is today Furry Fool’s Day?” 

“No, this is not a joke.” Assistatrix 






WHERE'S My UNIFORM? 
| ee aa —____.. 


replied. “The menu I received today from 
Hologramix is quite clear: Your breakfast is 
motor oil.” 

GALACTIC GORGONZOLA! What was 
going on? Since when did Hologramix 
choose my breakfast? 

“Please excuse me, but I really have to GO 


now,” Assistatrix said. Before I could squeak 
a word, my PERSONAL ASSISTANT 
ROBOT turned around and left. 





Wuat Are You 


DOING HERE, 
CAPTAIN? 


I decided to head straight to the contr ol 
T00. I had to figure out what was going 
on! I hurried to the ||! RIX. Then 1 stepped 
inside and pressed the button for the control 
room. But instead of whisking me u , a 


powerful jet of air pushed me DOWN! 





Stinky space cheese, 
where was the liftrix 
taking me? A chill ran 
down my tail. Then, 
suddenly: 


I landed in something 


soft but stinky. It was a 


mountain of 
clothes! I was in the 
laundry room! 








washing machine. 

Slurp... slurp... Vroooooml 

The machine was sucking up all the 
dirty clothes, and I was next! MAR7ZAW 
WMOZZAREIZA7| squeezed my eyes shut, 
preparing for the worst . . . when someone 
suddenly grabbed me by the PAW and 
dragged me away from the washing machine. 

I opened my eyes to see Robotix, the 
MouseStar 1’s multipurpose robot. 








® Wuat Are You Doin HERE, CAPTAIN? 


«Captain, what are you doing here?” 
Robotix asked. “Everyone is waiting for you 
in the control room! The ship is experiencing 
some thepclhfali telat problems.” 

“Yes, I noticed!” I replied. “My ALARM 
CLOCK went off late, my stylist handed 
me the wrong uniform, I had MOTOR OTL 

=| for breakfast, and the liftrix tossed me 
down here instead of taking me to the 
control room!” 





Wuat Are You DoinGc HERE, CAPTAIN? 





Robotix replied. “Ill take care of everything!” 

In a solar minute, he had untangled me 
from the dirty clothes. Together, we headed 
toward the control room. 

But as we walked through a pair of 
automatic doors, they closed suddenly. 
Robotix was trapped between them! 

SOLAR-SMOKED GoUDA! What was going on? 

Robotix managed to yank himself free and 
we continued walking. But the next set of 
automatic doors also closed suddenly — 


right on my tail. OUChI 


® 


Next we came to a vertical He h 





sliding door. We 


button to Open 
it, but the door 
only raised a tiny 
bit. Robotix and I 





O, had no choice: We 
h? slithered under it like 


two AST R°SLUGS from 


planet Slothus. 







When we saw the door to the 


control room, we BEIBBBREEE a 
sigh of relief: We had finally arrived! 











EVERYTHING S 
Gone Haywire! 


Inside the control room, it was complete 
mayhem. The equipment was making 
weird sounds, SCREENS were turning 
on and off on their own, and the crew looked 
more stressed than a bunch of elfix on the 
Night of the Dancing Stars”! 

No one even noticed me — well, except 
for my grandfather, the retired 
Stiltonks. 

“Grandson!” he thundered. “Where have 
you been? This is a disaster. None of the 
ship’s equipment works anymore!” 

“I, er...” I squeaked. “Well, the alarm 


“Read all about the elfix in my book Away in a Star Sled! 


ve EVERYTHING'S Gone Haywire! 


clock went off late . .. um, my stylist gave 
me the wrong uniform —” 

“ENOUGH wity FHE Evcusés!” Grandfather 
interrupted me. “Get to your station and 
start behaving like a real eaptain!” 

I hurried over to my captain’s chair, 
walking right past my cousin Trap. 


at’s my uniform ! 


My uniform, poe wn 





EVERYTHING'S Gone Haywire! ‘a 


“Hi, Cuz!” he shouted. “So that’s where 
my CLOTHES went!” 

I realized then that he was wearing PAY 
captain’s uniform! 

“Whats going on?” I asked him, 
pointing to his clothes. “Trap, why are 
you wearing my clothes?” 

“I don’t have a clue!” he replied. “This 
morning my automatic stylist handed 
me this uniform. He said it was 
Hologramix’s order. I thought it 


was a WOKE!” 


Hologramix, our 





ship’s super-high- 
tech computer, 
was usually very 
serious, and not 
big on pranks. 


I looked over at it— 





va EVERYTHING'S Gone Haywire! 


and saw that its image was fuzzy and faded. 
How weird! 

“Do you know what’s happening?” I asked 
my sister, Thea. She has an explanavion 
for just about everything. 

“We’re just not sure,” Thea replied. 
“Hologramix started acting strangely this 
morning, and now MOTHINE on the ship is 
working BBD REBEw.” 

At that moment, 
Sally de Wrench, 


our ship’s technical 


Ooohhh; 








genius, entered the 
control room. 

“I know what’s 
wrong,” she said. 


Plog 





Is IT a Virus? 


Shooting stars! This was SERIOUS: 

“The possibility that this would happen 
was ONE TN A TRILLTOoN, but it happened!” 
Sally explained nervously. 

“But how does a computer get sick?!” I 
asked, incredulous. 

“The CÎPCUÎTS are all fine, the memory 
is intact, and the processor has no damage,” 
Sally explained. “But something isn’t working 
like before! Hologramix looks too tired to 
perform the thousands of transactions it 
needs to complete each day. It looks like it 
might be some kind of vipus.” 

“But you can FIX it, right?” I asked. 

Sally shook her head. “Unfortunately | 
don’t know how to #38 it because I don’t 


Is IT a Virus? 





really know whats WE@:A:@:,” she said, a 
wotried look on her snout. 

Cosmic cheddar! Without Hologramix, 
the MouseStar 1 was stuck! 

Right then, my nephew Benjamin ran to 
me and gave me a huge hug. 

“Hologramix will get better, right, 
Uncle G?” he asked sweetly. 


HOLOGRAMIX 


MouseStar l’s onboard 
computer 


Species: Ultra-advanced 


artificial intelligence 

Specialty: Controls all 

functions on the ship, 

including the autopilot function 

Characteristics: Considers itself to be indispensable 
Defining Features: Appears wherever and whenever 
it’s needed 





Is IT a Virus? ae 
(J 


“Of course!” I said confidently, trying 
to reassure him. “Sally, there has to be 
SOMETHING we can do.” 

“I’m afraid the only one who can help 
Hologramix is Professor Twisterix,” 
Sally replied. “He was my teacher at the 
University for Lunar Physics and Galactic 
Engineering. He taught me everything I 
know about engineering, and he helped 
me clasign Hologramix many galactic 
years ago!” 

“Let’s call him right away!” I squeaked 
excitedly. 

“I’m afraid it’s not that easy,” Sally said, 
SIGHING. “The professor retired to spend time 
on his INVENTIONS. I think he might still 
live on planet Factorix near the university. 
But I don’t know his address; he’s 
extremely private!” 


es Is IT a Virus? 
e 


-m m m e o n o e e a a m ee a a L O 
n a S km ENE 





Sally shook her head. “I tried 
looking him up last year,” she 
said. “But his NUMBER isn’t 
listed!” 
“Well, we can’t waste any 
time!” Grandfather William 
thundered. “What are you 
waiting for, Geronimo? If Hologramix shuts 
down completely, we're in supergalactic 
trouble!” 

“Um ... you're right, Grandfather,” I 
replied. 

“Of course I’m right!” he squeaked. “Start 
planning an expedition IMMEDIATELY!” 

Have I mentioned that it’s a WITI" 
to contradict Grandfather William? 


HJ idea 





Is IT a Virus? e 


“Yes, Grandfather!” I replied quickly. 

“Hooray!” Benjamin squeaked joyfully. 
“I’ve heard planet FACTORIX is home to 
the most mouserific inventions in the entire 
galaxy! I can come, too — can’t I, Uncle?” 

My little nephew looked up at me 
SW eetly . He looked so excited, I couldn’t 
say no. 


“Of course you can,” I reassured him. 


pnd thet weet 
the ba gine gible 


galactic 
“ars rO ure! 


A GALAXY OF 
TROUBLE 


Planning the expedition was especially 
difficult with HQ@LQGRAMIX out of 
order. 

First of all, where in the name of cheddar 
was planet Factorix? Luckily, MouseStar 1’s 
GRS seemed to be 
working. In a few seconds, it displayed our 
route. 

Thea overrode the awtomatic pilot so 
she could fly the ship manually. It wouldn’t 
have been a GOOD IDEA to use the autopilot 
when Hologramix wasn’t working properly! 

Thank goodmouse Thea is such a good 
pilot, because we quickly ended up in a 
galaxy of trouble. She had to steer the ship 





“eh A GALAXY OF TROUBLE 


through a thick meteor shower, a magnetic 
storm, and a cloud of stardust! Luckily, we 
made it through with mo damage. 

“Can someone tell me whats going 
on?!” Thea asked. “Why did the 
SUPERSTELLAR EPS NAVIGATOR 
send us this way? This route is too 
dangerous!” 

Sally examined the device. 

“You’re right, Thea!” she replied. “I 
didn’t realize the GPS navigator wouldn’t 
be working correctly, but it makes sense. I 
forgot that Hologramix controls all the 
electronics on the ship!” 

Stinky space cheese, what were we 
going to do now? 

“Spacemice, forget about TECHAOLOGCY,” 
Grandfather William said. “Today we'll 
travel like we did in the olden days!” 


The space navigation atlas is an 


ancient navigational system used by 
spaceship captains before the invention 
of the computerized space navigator. The 
atlas has thousands of pages, including maps of the 
entire universe, listed in alphabetical order by galaxy. 
Once he or she locates the map of the star or planet, 
th e captain must use his or her skills to navigate ther 





Then he slammed down a dusty book on 
the table. 

“Uh, as much as I LOVE to read, 
Grandfather, I’m not sure this is the best 
time...” | began. 

“What are you talking about, Grandson?” 
he replied, a stern look on his snout. “This is 
a Space Navigation atlas! You’ll need to use it 
to find Factorix.” 

Then he opened the book and began 


“eh A GALAXY OF TROUBLE 


looking for the map of the planet we were 
heading for. 

“You know, when I was growing up, we 
didn’t hve COMPUTERS. Instead, 
I had to learn to read SPACE MAPS,” he said. 
Then he exclaimed, “Ah, here’s Factorix!” 

“That’s mouserific, Grandfather!” Thea 
replied. “You’re the best!” 

“Thank you, Thea!” he said, looking 
pleased with himself. “Now go back to the 
navigation controls. I just need a minute to 
consult the map. Then Pll help you figure 
out the best route through space.” 

A few moments later, we made a RIGHT 
TURN after the PERSEUS constellation, 
proceeded BEIBIZUEIGIEI to the crossroad 
between Galaxy 643 and Galaxy 981, and 
sped past the very bright star Maia. Finally, 
we saw the planet Factorix in front of us! 


yv 
A GALAxy OF TROUBLE ag 


Even from far away I could tell it was a very 
modern planet covered in tall, high-tech 
buildings. 

“Thea, Sally, Trap, Benjamin: Prepare for 
landing!” I ordered. “I'll meet you in the 
Teletransportix room!” 

Sally cleared her throat. 

“Um, I don’t think the Teletransportix is 


From the Encyclopedia 
Galactica 


This extremely modern 

planet is the location of 

the University for Lunar 

Physics and Galactic 

Engineering. Aliens from 

galaxies all over the universe study 
and live here peacefully together. 





“eh A GALAXY OF TROUBLE 


the best WAY to 99 right now, Captain!” 
she squeaked helpfully. 

Superstellar 
SwiSS! She was right. 
How CARELES§$§ of 
me! With Hologramix 
out of order, we 





couldn’t risk using the 
Veletransportix. I didn’t want 
to end up on Factorix while my tail was left 
behind on the MouseStar 1. I’m too fond of 
my fur for that! 

“Thanks, Sally,” I replied. “We’ll use a 
Space pod instead. See you at the launch 
dock!” 

Sally was the last one to get to the pod. 
She had disconnected Hologramix and 
placed the computer in a special container 
full of protective Parmesan cheese slices that 


A GALAxy OF TROUBLE . af 


had been prepared by our ship’s onboard 
scientist, Professor Greenfur. 

“Captain, with Hologramix out of order, I 
had to set MouseStar 1 on standby mode,” 
Sally told me. 

“SFANDBY what?” I squeaked. 

“It’s as if our SPACESHIP has 
been turned off,” Sally explained. “Only 
the lighting, air, and water systems are still 
running.” 

SHOOTING STARS! This was SEFEG:US. 
The MouseStar 1 had never been turned 

before. 

“Quick! Let’s get moving!” I told my crew. 
“We can’t WASTE any time — we have to 
CUBE Hologramix!” 


_ y y O Dy k 
WELCOME TO 
FACTORIX! 


After traveling for another galactic hour, 
Thea steered the space pod into Factorix’s 
very crowded spaceship port. 

Galactic Gorgonzola, there were so 
many spaceships! 

“A lot of visit Factorix every 
day,” Sally explained. “There are scientists, 
students on exchange programs, and 
aliens looking to purchase the latest and 
EREAVE inventions.” 

“It's not going to be easy to find 
parking,” Thea muttered. 

“There’s a spot!” Trap squeaked. 

My sister started pulling into the spot, 


when... 


O Weucome To Factorx! pA 
SEEEFEREEREEEEEP] 


An alien driving a sporty spaceship 
zoomed right past us, missing us by a 





whisker. 
“Holey craters, what terrible manners!” 
Thea squeaked as she performed a series 


of complicated MAaNeuvers. An 


astrosecond later, our space pod was parallel 


parked BPCEEEERRDaA: 











Bij, WELCOME TO FACTORIX! 


“Here we are!” Thea announced as she 
turned off the engine. “I think it’s best 
if I stay here with the ship. Let’s stay in 
touch with our WRIST PHONES. Good luck 

scouting around!” 

a “Sounds good!” I said. Then I 
© turned to Sally. “Um... where 







~ are we going?” 
“To the UN?VERSTTY, 
of course!” she replied. “If I 
recall correctly, it should be 
that way!” 





She pointed to the left and we started 
walking. Luckily, we found some STENGE 
that confirmed Sally had been right. 

In no time, we reached an 
elegant, modern ` 
building. : 





From the Encyclopedia 
Galactica 


This is the biggest university in the 
Cheddar Galaxy, and the home of the 
most prestigious inventions in the universe. Each year, — 
millions of aliens from all around the galaxy come 
to the university to study, develop new inventions, 
and sharpen their intellect in the hopes of becoming 
= universally known stellar scientists. 





“Here we are!” Sally squeaked. 

«Wow!l- Benjamin exclaimed as he 
looked around him, awestruck. “Uncle G, 
when I’m old enough, do you think I can 
study here? I want to become the most 
mouserific inventor in the whole universe!” 

I looked at my nephew proudly. 

“If you work hard in school now, I’m 
sure you can, Benjamin!” I replied. 








“Wait until you see 
what’s inside,” Sally told 
us. “It’s even more 

in a ifteresbirig!” 


N = “well, what 


are we waiting 





for?” Trap asked. 
| “Let’s Go!” 


pp 


LET Me Down, 
PLEASE! 


The hallways were crowded with aliens 
from all over the Cheddar Galaxy. They were 
moving quickly ÎN and OUT of classrooms 
and labs. 

“Oh, how I love this place!” Sally said 
warmly as she looked around. “Let’s go to 
the main office. Maybe someone there can 
tell us where we can find PROFESSOR 

As we headed down one hallway after 
another, I sneaked a peek inside one of the 
LABS. A group of aliens was in the middle 
of an experiment when... 


puUUUUFFF! 


é F Let Me Down, PLease! 


A cloud of dust surrounded me, clinging 
to my clothes. Suddenly, I was FZJ2AG 
through the air! 

“Sorry!” a student said apologetically. 
“Our amitigravitiational spray uniform 
is still a prototype.” 

“Uh, no problem,” I replied, trying to 
remain CALM. “But can you let me JAWA, 
please?!” 

In the meantime, Trap took off down the 
hallway in a pair of very strange shoes. A 
student ran after him, shouting. 

“Sir, I told you not to TOUGH those!” 
he squeaked. “They're FOCket shoes, 
but we’re still testing them!” 

As if that wasn’t enough, a mail robot had 
accidentally picked up Benjamin and 


was delivering him to one of the classrooms 


like a package! 


F A ) 


i 

a a ae 
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j BJA Waaaait! 
= X C E 
P IS Z a 


, » Let Me Down, PLease! 


Two students stopped the mail robot 
immediately. 

“Our flying mail robot is a work in 
progress,” one explained sheepishly. 

I ran over to my sweet nephew to make 
sure he was okay. 

“Uncle Ger, you should have seen the eco- 
friendly engine on that robot!” Benjamin 
squeaked excitedly. “It runs on slime from 
the planet SLAMAX!” 

“I’m glad you’re okay,” I told him, stnilirig. 
“Now we have to get to the office.” 

When we finally got there, a robot was 
assisting a long line of students. Finally, it 
was our turn. 

“Hello,” Sally said. “We would like to talk 
to Professor Twisterix. Can you schedule an 
appointment right away? It’s M#BBBHE.” 

“Professor Arthur Twisterix retired three 


Let Me Down, PLEASE! Y , 


galactic years ago,” the robot replied 
mechanically. 

“But do you know where we can find him 
now?” Sally asked, a worried look on 
her snout. “It’s very Important.” 

“I do not have access to the professor’s 
current address,” the robot replied. 

And with that, he moved on to the ALION 


behind us in the line. 2 
si We were right 


had started! 





se 


FOLLOW THAT SCENT 


“What do we do now?” Sally asked, 
disappointed. 

Suddenly, we heard a S@ft squeak behind 
us. “Excuse me, I accidentally overheard that 
you are looking for Professor Twisterix.” 

We turned to see an alien holding two 
hpooms, a dustpan, a bucket} and 
a MOP in her many tentacle-like arms. 

“Yes!” I said eagerly. “Can you help us?” 

“I think so,” she replied. “I’m AMEL{@ 
SHINTY, the university’s head cleaning alien. 
I’ve been working here for a thousand 
galactic years, so I know EVERYTHING 
about everyh ody. I think I know where 
you can find the PROFESSOR.” 

“That’s WONDERFUL!” Sally exclaimed 


FoLLow THAT SCENT = 


ha ppily. “Would you be so ym Amelia Shinj,, 
Kind as to tell us?” 
Amelia Shinix took a 






step closer. 

“He was recently seen 
in Inventor's Alley,” she 
whispered. “That’s a 
neighborhood on the 
other side of town. I 
hear he’s starting his 
own Secret laboratory.” 

“Thank you, Amelia!” 
Sally replied. “You’ve been 
SO ? 

We followed her directions and headed 
straight across town to Inventor's Alley. 
There we found a real maze of labs and 
workshops. Everywhere we looked there 
were aliens building and fixing all different 


FOLLOW THAT SCENT 
eee 





kinds of ERTANI EWI. We 
asked for the professor, but no one had 
HEARD of him! 


“Hmm. How about we stop for a snack?” 
Trap said. “I can smell cheesy Pluto peas!” 
“Hold on a second!” Sally exclaimed. 
“Cheesy Pluto peas are the professor’s 
te favorite dish! Perhaps we’ll find him if we 
follow the Sayer 7 
oley crabers. 
nific idea! 








ghat a mouse 


Trap started sniffing and we followed. 
He led us to a OZOre -Anine 


building made completely of spare 





FoLLow THAT SCENT “Se 


“This is where the SMELL is coming from,” 
Trap declared. “Oh, I’m so hung Ty!” 

Sally knocked on the door. A second later, 
it opened, and we were Snout-to-snout 
with an older rodent. 

“Stellar circuits! It’s Sally de Wrench, my 
smartest student!” he exclaimed. “What a 
shocking surprise!” 

“Professor Twisterix!” Sally squeaked 
happily. “How nice to see you again!” 

ell of P =o 
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FOLLOW THAT SCENT 
ee —_—___. 


Sally hugged the professor. He was a 
friendly-looking alien with @E@EH: skin, 
REDDISH hair, and BAHO arms. 

“And who are your friends?” he asked. 

“Pm Geronimo StiltOnix,” I said, extending 
a paw. “I’m the adin of the spaceship 
MouseStar 1. This is my cousin Trap and my 
nephew Benjamin.” 

Professor Twisterix invited us into his 


HOME LABORATORY. Martian 5 enlla, 


I had never seen a more IÒ IS CUS MING 





place! 

“Pardon the MESS, but I’ve been working 
on a new prototype,” the professor said. 

Trap looked at the pot of cheesy Pluto 
peas the professor was holding. 

“Well, actually, I was just taking a break 
for a little snack,” Professor Twisterix 
explained. “Would you like to join me?” 





FOLLOW THAT SCENT 
gp  —__. 


Everyone declined politely except TRAP. 
He grabbed a spoon and happily dug in. 
“Thank you, Professor!” my cousin 


exclaimed happily. “ts a real 


pleasure to mee 
another 
true gourmet! 


aurp’ 





| Have EXACTLY 
Wuat You Neep! 





“Stellar circuits, how did you find me?” our 
host asked once he and Trap had finished 
their snack. 

“It was thanks to Amelia Shinix!” Sally 
replied. “But why all this SECRECY?” 

“I wanted to dedicate myself 
to my inventions, with no distractions,” the 
professor explained. “Would you like to take 
a LOOK at my latest work?” 

“We would love to, but first we need to 
ask for your help!” Sally explained. 

The professor looked concerned. 

“Do you remember Hologramix, the 
computer I created for my thesis project?” 


Sally went on. 


@ 


| Have Exactty WHat You NEED! 


“BUT OF COURSE!” the professor replied. 
“I helped you design that hologram with a 
mouse’s snout.” 

“Exactly!” Sally squeaked. “Unfortunately, 
Hologramix isn’t working properly. I 
don’t know what the problem is!” 

“Hmmm . . . interesting,” the professor 
said. “Let me take a look.” 

Sally GENTLY placed the box on the 
table and turned Hologramix on: Its snout 
was as faded and tired-looking as ever. 

Professor TWiSte@iX examined it, 
mumbling to himself as he worked. 

“It could be a side short GÎreuit . . . or 
maybe there’s been some damage to the 
quantum chip .. .” 

I don’t know much about machines 
and I didn’t want to get in the Way, so I sat 
away from the others, on a 2OM#FY chair 


| Have Exactty WHat You Neep! © 


made of old mechanical parts. pnih! 
I was just about 
to drift off to SLEEP 
when something 
bumped against my 
paw. I jumped 
up, HHHH 
“ [P 
I mm “What was 
that?” 
Trap just laughed. 
“Ha, ha, ha!” he chuckled. “You’re such 
a scaredy-mouse, Cuz! It’s just a sweet < 





I glanced down at the little creature and 
was about to reply when the professor’s 
voice interrupted my thoughts. 

“I’ve GOT if!” he cried. “It’s the power 
generator! Your onboard computer is 


@ 


| Have Exactty WHat You NEED! 


rumning out of juice!” 

“Ah, that explains why the reboot process 
was so slow...” Sally mused. 

“Um, does that mean Hologramix isn't really 
broken?” I asked hopefully. “And there’s no 
virus?” 

“Correct!” the professor replied. “It’s only 
out of BO WEF. All you need is a new 
battery from planet Energix. I should have 
one around here somewhere...” 

He began searching through parts, 
toils, and other JUNK around the lab. 

“Not here... not there... nope... oh, 
I think I know where it is!” he muttered. 
Then he walked straight to a closet in 
the back of the LAI, opened its door 
and... 

Crash! 


“Professor, are you Okay?” Sally asked. 


| Have Exactty WHat You Neen! © 


After a moment of silence, he came up 
shaking his snout. 

“Unfortunately the battery isn’t here,” he 
said seriously. “And it was the last one 
in the whole universe: The 
energy on planet 











Energix has completely 
RUN OUT!” 

“B-but there must b-be 
SOMETHING 
we can do!” 
I stuttered 
anxiously. 





@ | Have Exactty WHat You Neep! 


Professor Twisterix shook his head S@DLY. 

“In the past, we thought the POWER on 
Energix was inexhaustible, but we were 
wrong.” 

Sally sighed. Everyone else in the lab was 
very, very quiet. 

“Stellar circuits, why didn’t I think 
of it before?!” Professor Twisterix 
exclaimed suddenly. Then he grabbed a 
tool and began to explain. “This is an 
A energy transformer. It can 

e convert (jalacli¢ wind 
and STARLIGHT 
into electrical 
xx energy. It’s only 

| a prototype, but it 






e 
vv 


should work fine 
with Hologramix’s 
specifications!” 


| Have Exactty WHat You Neep! 


“That’s great news!” I squeaked happily. 

“Do you mean Hologramix can be fixed, 
and it will also be more ecologically 
friendly?” Benjamin asked. 

Twisterix smiled. 

“That’s right, young mouse,” he replied. 
“TIl get right to WOrK. Come back tomorrow 
at the same time and I should be done.” 

Then the professor lowered his voice and 
looked around NERVOUSLY. “Please keep this 
to y6 uyselves!” he urged us. “This is brand- 
new technology, and there are always aliens 
trying to steal SECRETS around here!” 

Then he called the ROBOT DOG over to him. 

“Fidox, please take them to their space 
pod!” 


© 


TIME TO CELEBRATE! 


We happily followed the professor’s robot 
dog through the neighborhood’s very 
crowded streets. 

“What a successful mission!” Trap 
squeaked excitedly. “Thanks to Twisterix’s 
clever invention, we won’t have any more 
problems with Hologramix!” 

I noticed that some of the aliens around 
us glanced our way. Why does my cousin 


always have to be so B9TSTERPUS and 
LOUD? 


“Trap, would you please lower your 
voice?” I implored him. “Remember what 
the professor said!” 

But he wasn’t listening. 

“Turning stellar wind into energy is 





va Time TO CELEBRATE! 


a brilliant idea!’ Trap practically shouted. 
A few aliens moved even closer to us, 
perking up their ears. Dlaley craters, | 
had to think of something to get my cousin 
to stop SGUECKERG:! 
“Trap, please —” I tried to say, but before 


I could even finish the sentence, a big alien 





Time TO CELEBRATE! “a 


ina BLACK CAPE bumped into me, almost 
knocking me COTA. 

“How rude!” I squeaked, but he had 
already disappeared into the crowd. The air 
around him smelled of moldy sardines! 
Ugh! 

“Quiet, Trap!” Sally exclaimed. “The 
professor asked us to keep a Secret, and 
there may be NOA EŞ aliens around us.” 

Trap finally stopped talking, and we made 
our way back to Thea and our spacecraft. 

After we said good-bye to FiDOX, we flew 
back to the MouseStar 1 for the night. 


CLumsy, RUDE 
ALIENS! 


The following day, we headed straight back 
to the secret lab. Once again, Thea waited 
for us at the SPACeSHiP Port, while 
Trap, Sally, Benjamin, and I went to meet 
Professor Twisterix. 

As before, the streets of Inventor’s Alley 
were crowded with all kinds of MMES 
busily buying, selling, and fixing the 
weirdest objects. 

“| can’t wait to see Hologramix again!” 
I squeaked. I would be so relieved once 
Hologramix was healthy and back on board 
the MouseStar 1. 

“Me too, because... ouch” Trap said. 
A huge alien in a big black cape had just 


CLumsy, Rube Aliens! ae 


F How rude’ 
CRAPGWED \ 
into him. 
Martian mozzarella! 


It was the alien 





who had bumped 
into me the previous 
day! I recognized the 
same STINKY STENGH of moldy 
sardines! 

I was about to say something when two 
smaller aliens BUMPED into me, knocking 
me down. Ouch! 

‘What clumsy, rude aliens!” 
Trap mumbled. 

“Everything okay, Captain?” Sally asked 
as she helped me up. 

“Yes, but I know I’ve seen those two aliens 
somewhere before,” I said. I just couldn’t 


recall where. 


es CLumsy, Rupe Auiens! 
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We finally arrived at Twisterix’s workshop. 
Sally knocked on the door. 


KNOCK Hidhu KNOCK 


There was no answer. 


We waited a minute and then tried again. 


KNOCK Kivoey KNOCK 


Again, there was no answer. 


“Professor!” Trap shouted loudly as we 
knocked a third time. 


KNOCK Kooy KNOCK 


Once again, there was no answer. 
“That’s strange,” Sally said quietly. 
“Professor Twisterix may be secretive, but 


CLumsy, Rube ALIEns! ae 


he’s always VERY MEFICULOUS and 
BORE’ 


“Maybe he went out for a bit,” 
















I suggested. 
“I hope he’s okay,” Sally 
went on, a WOTT ied look 
on her snout. 
Wo ll just hare to 


he aie the 
outside wall of the 
building and stood 
on the [IPS of his 
paws, peeking in 
a window. 


os CLumsy, Rube ALIgns! 
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“Can you see anything?” Benjamin asked. 

Trap took another look. 

“There’s no sign of the professor, but 
there’s a UOX with a note on it sitting on the 
table,” Trap told us. 

“Can you read the note?” I asked eagerly. 

“Yes,” he replied. “It says: FOR THE 
SPACEMICE!” 

Mousey meteorites! Why was there a box 
for us in the lab but no sign of Professor 


Twisterix? ad S Ud denly 
ov 
5% orange alia 
Ao ye 


THERES SOMETHING 
Fisy Going ON 


It was very suspicious that Twisterix wasn’t 
home at the TiME we had agreed on. And 
it was even more suspicious that there was a 
box for us in his lab instead of him! 

We decided to go WAD to see if we 
could find any Bites A 


to explain what was going 








on. Sally got out her special ; 
multipurpose tool. and 
used it to unlock the door `= , 
It has a sensor that can open aN 
and close all kinds of locks! 

Sally put the tool in the LOCK, and the 
door to the lab opened. 

“What a great INVENTION!” I squeaked. 


Bij, THERE'S SOMETHING FISHY GOING ON 


“Thank you, Captain!” Sally replied. “I 
was able to design it because I studied with 
Professor Twisterix.” 

As soon as we got inside, we took a look 
at the box on the table. It LOOKED like the 
box Hologramix had been packed in. 

“Perhaps the professor had an emergency 
and left HALQGRAMIX all fixed up for 
us,” Trap thought out loud. 

“Hmm ... that’s not like him,” Sally 
squeaked. “And he would have left a note 
on the DOOR, not in the lab.” 

“There’s only one way we can FIND 
OUT if Hologramix is here: We have to turn 
the box on!” 

So Bipi pukal a LOUUWOR. A bright 
pea + shined out of the box. 
But instead of “Hologramix’s snout, it was 
the hologram of a BABY BİRD: 


THERE'S SOMETHING FISHY Goine ON pit 


“And who are you?” Sally asked, taken 
aback. 

The hologram replied mechanically: “Can 
a cat play patty-cake? Paw-sibly! Ha, ha, 
ha!” 

Warton 
mozzarelllol 
Was it telling jokes? = 

We were all quiet | 
while the BABY BIRD 


hologram went on: “What 


can? cat play Paty, 
Sc 






did the zero say to the 
eight? Nice belt! Ha, 
ha, ha!” 

We looked at one 
another, dumbfounded. 
Then we all burst out ` 
laughing. 

“Do you like my TOMBS?” 


/ 
Drin THERE'S SOMETHING FISHY GOING ON 


the baby bird asked. “Here’s another one: 
Why do mice need oiling? Because they 
squeak!” 

Black holey galaxies! Why had Professor 
Twisterix left a weird, robotic BABY BIRD 
hologram for us? 


“Let me check something out,” Sally said. 
Then she pushed some BUTTONS to turn off 
the box and unlocked a little compartment 





THERE'S SOMETHING FISHY GOING ON pit 


on the bottom with her multipurpose tool. 
“It’s just as I thought. This isn’t Hologramix, 
but a toy for the alien mouselets of planet 
Gigglyx!” Sally declared. 

“B-but what kind of a AA is this?” I 
asked. 

Sally looked puzzled as well. “There’s 
definitely something fishy going on 
here,” she said. 

Suddenly, Trap shushed us. 

“Quiet!” he whispered. “CAN YOU HEAR 
THAT?” 

We pricked up our ears and heard a very 
soft 


MMMHHH! 


Bij, THERE S SOMETHING FISHY Goine ON 


“It sounds like it’s coming from the closet 
over there,” Benjamin squeaked. “LET'S 
GO SEE! 

We opened the doors of the closet and 
found Professor Twisterix inside! He had 
been bound and GAGGED! 





To Catch A THIEF! 


We quickly untied the professor, and he 
filled us in on what had happened. 

“About two GALACHE hours ago, three 
aliens suddenly burst into the lab,” he 
explained. “Two of them DOUD and (4406) 
me and locked me in the closet. In the 
meantime, I heard the other one remove 
Hologramix, which I had just FINED. 
Meanwhile, the other two chattered about 
leaving a ‘little gift’ for you spacemice.” 

“Did you get a good 166K at the aliens?” 
I asked him. 

Twisterix Sh@oK his head. 

“Stellar Swiss, not really!” he said. 
“Everything happened so quickly, and then 
they locked me in the closet.” 


“eh To CatcuH A THIEF! 


“I’m so sorry, Professor!” Sally said sadly. 
“I feel responsible. I didn’t mean to get you 
into TROUBLE!” 

“It’s not your fault,” Professor Twisterix 
reassured her. “Those three came with the 
intention of stealing HALQGRAMIX, not 
hurting me! But how did they know it was 
here? Did you talk to anybody?” 

“BESOREGEEEH NAAA” ! squeaked. 
But then I remembered how loudly Trap had 
been talking in the street the previous day. 
Minien merrill) Someone had 
overheard him! 

Trap seemed to have the same thought. 

“I’m so sorry,” he admitted, hanging his 
snout. “I made a mistake yesterday. 1 
was so HAPPY we had accomplished our 
mission that I spoke a little too LEYDLY 
while we were walking down the street.” 


To CatcuH A THIEF! gs 


“There are open eyes and ears everywhere 
on this planet,” TWrSte@PrX replied, 
shaking his head. “I warned you to be 
careful.” 

I sighed, leaning my paw on the table. 


OUCH! 


A sharp, protruding nail stuck my fur. 





As I massaged my hurt paw, I noticed a 
scrap of BLACK CLOTH 47 
had caught on the 
nail. Where hdd 
I Seen that 
Fabric before? 
Holey craters, of course! 
It looked just like the 
BES SHWE the alien who had 
bumped into me and Trap in the street had 
been wearing! He must be the thief! 






“eh To CatcuH A THIEF! 


I explained my THEORY to the others. 

“At least we know who to look for now,” I 
said. “Spacemice, let’s go!” 

“Please, let me help!” Professor Twisterix 
said. Then he whistled for the cute rObOtb 
dog we had met the previous day. 

“If the thieves are still on planet Factorix, 
they won’t be able to get away from this 
guy!” he explained. “Fidox has the most 
AMAZING mechanical sense of smell 
in the entire universe. He can recognize 
and analyze SEVE@ BILLIOM different 
scents!” 

“Wow!” Benjamin squeaked in awe. 

The professor grabbed gpa Ot 
the piece of black cloth 
and placed it under the 






dog’s nose. Fidox began 


BaRKiNG immediately. =, iW | 
— a Pá / ji 


: oF FL 


v 
To CatcuH a THIEF! ‘+S 


Then he headed for the door. 

“Follow him!” Twisterix urged us. “He’s 
equipped with a high-tech intergalactic 
tracking device. TIl monitor your 
movements from here. If you should need 
help, PIH know BHACTLY where you are!” 








rr . ss 


PIRATE SPACECAT 
ALERT! 


We ZED through the streets 
RA 


of Factorix on Fidox’s heels. Martian 
mozzarella, that robot dog moved 


FAST! 


Puff, puff 
i 






“That dog is... huff ~« « quick!” 


I squeaked between breaths. 

“Why aren’t there astrotaxis on this 
planet?” Trap moaned in reply. 

“I think Fidox is heading toward the 
SPaceshiP PORT, Sally said. 

‘COME ON? Benjamin urged us. 


“We’re almost there!” 5 
ei Pee puff ... hope so!” I replied. “I don’t 





, » Pirate Spacecat ALERT! 


think I can make it much farther!” 

Thankfully, my sweet nephew was right: 
The ROBOT stopped running as soon 
as we reached the spaceship port. He barked 
once and then carefully led us through the 
parked ships. He stopped in front of one 
with a black flag with a fish bone on it. 

Mousey meteors! That flag was the symbol 
of the PIRATE SPACECATS"*! They 
are feared across the galaxy. They love to 
invade planets and steal whatever precious 
treasures they find. Just thinking about their 
ruthless captain, Black tar, made my 
fur stand on end! Were the pirate spacecats 
the thieves? 

“Quick, hide!” Sally WIEGERS, pointing 


to the spaceship. “Someone’s coming!” 


*We spacemice met the pirate spacecats in The Underwater Planet. 
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We quickly slipped around a corner. From 
there we peered out and saw three pirate 
spacecats exit the spaceship. 

“Thanks to this onboard computer 
and this tool that provides endless power, 
we ll be the most feared creatures in the 
entire galaxy!” one of them exclaimed. 


shbraing, 


ove i 








Pirate Spacecat ALERT! xy , 


“Argh!” another one cackled. “But aren’t 
we the most feared already?” 

“Well, yes,” the first spacecat replied. 
“But now we'll be even scarier! We came 
to this planet for a small engine repair 
da ba bol got instead? Bwa, ha, 

Suddenly, Black tar emerged from 
the space ship and joined the other three. 
His twirly black whiskers looked as evil 
as ever. And I noticed that his black cape had 
a TEAR in the back! There was no doubt 
about it: He had stolen HALOGRAMIŅYX! 

“Quiet, fishbrains!” he barked, hushing 
his crew. “Galaxia, have you checked out the 
new onboard computer as I ordered?” 

“Sure, Captain!” one of the spacecats 
replied. “It works PERFECTLY!” 

“Excellent!” Black Star growled. “Now go 


, » Pirate Spacecat ALERT! 


get me something to eat! Moldy Sardines 
would be ideal.” 
“Right on, Captain!” came the reply. 
‘Sur r y up!” the mean pirate replied. 
“I want to leave this flea-ridden planet 
before nightfall.” 
aes The three pirate spacecats 
took of f immediately, 







© disappearing into the city 


a D / 


streets. 





Left on his own, Black 
Star extended his claws 
and began sharpening 

them on a stone. 

Squeak! 


AWN | 


o RR 
HERES THE PLAN... 


“Did you hear that?” Sally whispered. 
“The pirate spacecats have already Sel up 
Hologramix as their spaceship’s onboard 
computer. We have to get Hologramix back 
before their ship leaves or we might WEVER 
find them again!” 

“I’ve got this!” Trap yw cake care of gy 
squeaked confidently. 
“I took three cosmic 
karate classes last 
year —” 

“Wait!” I cried. 
“Don’t do anything 
Laatish, Trap! Did 
you see Black 
Star’s claws? And 






HERE'S THE PLAN... 
J —_—_ eee... 


did you hear those other feline meanies? 
They are the scariest creatures in the 
galaxy! If one of those cats catches us, we'll 
be minced spacemice!” 

“Geronimo is right,” Sally agreed. “We 
need to come up with a plan to get into their 
spaceship and rescue Hologramix before 
those rascals get back!” 

We were all quiet as we tried to come up 
with an IDEBA. Even Fidox seemed to be 
thinking as he nuzzled his robotic snout 
against my paw. As I patted his head, an 
idea came to me SUDDENLY, 

“Martian mozzarella!” I exclaimed. “I’ve 
got it: Let’s have Fidox distract Black Star 
while we slip into the spaceship and take 
back HQ€LQGRAMIK!” 

Trap seemed doubtful, but Sally’s eyes lit 


up. 


HERE'S THE PLAN... = NN 


“That's a simply brilliant plan, Captain!” 
she squeaked. 

My fur turned as RED as the planet Mars. 
Oh, how embarrassing! I can’t help blushing 
whenever Sally pays me a COMPLIMENT, 

But my sweet nephew looked worried. 

“What is it?” I asked, concerned. 

“What if Black Star S 
GrabS Fidox and ow 
tries to steal or hurt on 
him?” he asked. 


“Don’t worry,” 





I assured him. 
“You saw how 
quickly that robot 
can Fun, right? And he 

clearly knows this planet like the back of his 
mechanical paw. Even if Black Starwanted | 
to, he could never catch Fidox!” 1 
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Benjamin smiled, and the robot dog 
barked and wagged his tail happily, as if to 
prove my point. 

“Go on, then, Fidox,” Benjamin said, 
patting the robot dog’s head. “Our fate is in 
your paws!” 

The little robot dog ran straight toward 
the SPACESHIP. Then he started barking to 
get Black Star’s attention. As soon as the evil 
pirate captain glanced over at Fidox, the dog 
jumped up and began scratching the SHINY 
hull of the spaceship with his metal paws. 

“Hey, what are you doing, you MECHANICAL 
Murr?” Black Star shouted. “Go away!” 

Fidox kept his paws on the hull. 

“Oh yeah?” the pirate GROWLED. “Get 
your greasy robot paws off my spaceship 
right now! Or I'll have fun taking you apart 


BREE by PEE! You'll be 


HERE'S THE PLAN... “Sa 


a pile of Scrap meral in no time.” 

Black Star lunged at Fidox, and the 
robotic pup took off, zipping in and out of 
the parked SPACIESHIPS. Black Star 
followed him, growling and shaking his 
sharp claws at him. 

Holey craters! Our plan had worked. 
Now it was our turn to slip onto the pirate’s 
spaceship and P@S@We@ Hologramix! 

“Trap, you stay on guard duty,” I said. 
“If any of the pirate Spacecats come back, 
whistle loudly. Sally and Benjamin, follow 
me! It’s time to FREE Hologramix!” 


TRAPPED! 


The inside of the spaceship was so dark 
we had to use our wrist phone 
to see. Sally quickly figured out the way 
to the control room, and we followed her, 
single file. 

Suddenly, a door opened and we heard 
Hologramix! 

“Who are you?” its voice demanded as a 
huge hologram in the shape of a spacecat’s 
face materialized in front of us. 

Martian mozzarella, what was 
going on? 

The hologram LOOMED like a spacecat, 
but it sounded just like Hologramix! 

“Wh-what?!” I stuttered. “Who are WE? 
Who are VOU?” 





va TRAPPED! 


“Who am I?!” the hologram replied. “I 
am Holocattix, this spaceship’s onboard 
computer. And you cheesebrains are all 
PAS ASSIDE: ” 

“No, you’re Hologramix,” Sally squeaked. 
“You’re MouseStar 1’s onboard computer!” 

«Ha, Wa, Ha!” Holocattix cackled. “That’s 
funny! You’re on the wrong spaceship. 
What are you doing here, you rascally 
rodents?” 

I tried to squeak, but my throat was so 
dry, nothing came out. 

“The pirate spacecats stole you and 
reconfigured you,” Sally tried to explain. 
“You really belong to the spacemice. We’re 
here to RESCUE you and take you back to 
the MouseStar 1 with us!” 

But it was impossible to reason with 


Holocattix. 


— menacingly 











“The pirate spacecats aren’t 
thieves!” the hologram replied. “I 


think you are the thieves, and 
this is what we do to around {vt 
here...” 


Suddenly, two scary flying 
PO SOUS stormed in through an 


opening in the ceiling. They looked 
like giant SPACE IASECTS. They 


ul 
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as the door to the command room closed 
behind us. 

TRAPPED! 

“Now we'll wait for Black Star,” the 
hologram growled. “He’ll decide what to do 
with you! Ha, ha, ha!” 

I tried to contact Trap with my Wrist 
Ph@N€, but as soon as I touched it. . . 


LING}; 


My wrist phone turned off, as if the battery 
had diëd. 

Holocattix laughed. 

“Did you really think I would let you use 
your communication device?” it cackled. 
“Wishful thinking, rascally rodent! kA, 


HA, BAL” 





TeLL Us a Story, 
CAPTAIN! 


Stinky space cheese! What were we going 
to do? As long as Hologramix continued to 
believe it was really a pirate spacecat, we were 
in big trouble! It seemed we had no choice 
but to wait for Black tar to return. 

As we waited, I stared at Hologramix — I 
mean, @!GE866IX. I recalled my first 
days as captain of the MouseStar 1. Back 
then, I had WO Clue how to operate a 
spaceship. Thankfully, Hologramix had been 
there to HELP ME. I don’t know what I 
would have done otherwise! 

With nothing else to do as we waited, I 
began IeililiSCig fondly about those days. 

“Hologramix was the best onboard 


es TeLL Us a Story, CAPTAIN! 
e 


computer a captain could ever wish for,” 
I said with a sigh. “On my first mission 
to URANUS I forgot all the equipment, 
even my thermal UNderShirt! But 
Hologramix realized it before I did and sent 
a Shuttle with all the necessities.” 

Benjamin listened eagerly, a SWEET smile 
on his snout. 

“Go on,” he said encouraginegly. “Tell us 
another story, Uncle!” 

“Well, I also remember when we hosted 
the president of the TIGER CEDI 
on the MouseStar 1. At the 
gala recepticn,, I brought my grocery list 
up to the podium instead of my welcome 
speech! But Hologramix saved the day by 
mimicking my voice and RE@fTiNeé the 
speech for me. It was truly fabumouse how 
Hologramix saved my snout!” 


TeLL Us a Story, Captain! ae 


“Keep going, Captain!” 
Sally whispered. “I think 
something’s happening to 
Holocattix!” 

I looked up to see 
static breaking up 
the hologram of the 
pirate spacecat’s face. 
GREAT GALAxieES! It 
seemed like Holocattix 
was turning back into 
Hologramix again! 

“Your stories seem to 
be triggering some of 
Hologramix’s MEMORIES, 
Sally explained. “Those 
emotions are helping to 


remind Hologramix who 





it really is.” 





es TeLL Us a Story, CAPTAIN! 
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So I began to QOMT one more incident. 
“One time, I thought I had lost my very 
precious notebook, when —” 

“I activated MouseStar 1’s control sensors,” 
a familiar voice cut in. It was Hologramix! 
“I was able to find your notebook just before 
it was shredded by the ship’s superstellar 
paper recycling machine!” 

I looked up to see a digital 






mouse snout 
at me. 

“Look!” Benjamin 
squeaked excitedly. 
“The hologram 


39. 
! 


changed 
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Aye Aye, CAPTAIN 
STILTONIX! 


«CAPTAIN! What are you doing here?” 
Hologramix exclaimed. “Actually, what am 
Í doing here? This is not the MouseStar 1!” 

“It’s a long story,” Sally began. “Basically, 
you were mousenapped and r¢-corifigured 
by Black Star and his pirate spacecats.” 

“But how?” Hologramix asked. “Also 
when, where, and why?!” 

“We don’t have time to explain it all now,” 
I said quickly. “We have to G@&T OUT 
of here before the pirate spacecats return. 
Please turn off these two INSECT 
ROBOTS and tur on our wrist 
phones?” 

“Ave aye, Captain Stiltonix!” Hologramix 
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Ave Aye, CAPTAIN STILTONIX! 





replied. 

As soon as my wrist phone was working, 
I called Trap. 

“Mission accomplished!” I announced. “We 
have HQLQGRAMIX back and we’re 
leaving the pirate spacecats’ ship. We’ll 
meet you back at our spaceship!” 

“Just a sec, Captain,” Trap replied. “! have 
a special delivery for the pirates!” 

So as Sally, Benjamin, Hologramix, and I 
dashed out of Black Star’s ship, Trap slipped 
past us. He was holding a strange-looking 
LITTLE OOX in his paws. Shortly afterward, 
he met us back at our spacecraft. 

“What did you do?” I asked him, curious. 

He grinned. “Nothing, really,” he replied. “I 
just left a little surprise for our Spacecat 
‘Friends’ s.” 

A minute later, our shuttle was blasting 
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Aye Aye, Captain STILTONIX! Ss 


off into space as we headed back to the 
MouseStar 1. I glanced out the window to 
see Black Star running back to his spaceship, 
gasping for air. 

Fidox had done a mouserific job tiring 
him out! 

I got out my space an rut 





telescope and 
watched 
through the 
window as Black 
Star boarded 
his ship. I saw 





him pick up the 
package Trap had 
left for him. Then he 
began Shaking 
his paw angrily and 


SHOUTING something. He must have 
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Ave Aye, CAPTAIN STILTONIX! 





realized we had taken back Hologramix! 

Soon Black Star was sitting at his 
spaceship’s controls, FIRING UP the engines! 

“Uh, Thea,” I said quickly. “We have a 
problem! It looks like Black Star is coming 
after us!” 

Trap just chuckled. 

“No worries, Cuz,” he said confidently, 
kicking up his paws. “He’s not going 
anywhere.” 

Then he pulled a REMOTE CONTROL 
from his pocket and pressed a button. A 
moment later... 


M? 
KA-BOOOOM: 
Black Star’s ship suddenly transformed 
into an amusement park, full of superstellar 


attractions like floating slides, spinning 
Satellites, and BUMPER SPAGESHIPS. 
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Ave Aye, CAPTAIN STILTONIX! 


“B-but how did you do that?” I stuttered 
in shock. 

“Its called a portable intergalactic 
amusement park!” Trap squeaked proudly. 
“It’s a new space invention. When we were 
at the university, a group of scientists 
gave it to me as a sample. I figured this was 
a pretty good chance to use it!” 

I glanced back out the window at the 
spaceship port as we flew away and saw a 
group of small ALIENS lining up to check 
out the new amusement park. 

“Well done, Cuz!” I exclaimed. “Twisterix 
will be proud of you!” 

HOLEY CRATERS! That reminded me that 
in the rush to SAVE Hologramix and escape 
from the pirate spacecats, we had forgotten 
to say good-bye to the professor! But I was 
sure we would see him again someday... 
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ll 2, = 
EVERYTHINGS Oxay, 
GRANDFATHER! 


When we got back to the MouseStar 1, it 
was very quiet. Grandfather William 


was the first to greet us. He \({PLYX) me 


tightly when he saw e, Grandson! 






Hologramix. 
Galactic gorgonzola, 
I was SHOCKED! 
My grandfather 
isn’t very 
CUDDLY. 
and he’s 
definitely not 
usually a hugger! 
He must have been 





Bij, EVERYTHING'S OKAY, GRANDFATHER! 





mousetastically happy that our mission 
had succeeded. 

As soon as Grandfather let me go, Sally 
and I got to work. 

“Sally, let’s plug in Hologramix FIQM'S 
SW ay!” | said excitedly. 

“Of course, Captain!” she said as she 
got to work immediately, In just a few 
minutes, the doors on the MouseStar 1 were 
opening and closing with no problems, the 
LIF TRIX was working efficiently, and the 
lights were back on. The only thing missing 
was the yellow snout of our OAISOGIFE! 
COMPUT! 

Suddenly, there was a shout behind me. 

“Bool” a voice squeaked. 

Martian mozzarella! Who was it? 

I turned around and . . . there was 


HOLOGRAMIX.: 
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EVERYTHING'S Oxay, GRANDFATHER! „ú 


“Did you miss me, Captain?” it asked. 

Before I could reply, a message appeared 
on the main screen: Incoming Call! 

“Hologramix, take the call!” I insisted. 

A second later, Professor “Gwisterix and 
FidOX appeared on the screen. 
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Bij, EVERYTHING'S OKAY, GRANDFATHER! 


“Professor, how nice to see you again!” I 
greeted him. 

“SUPERSTELLAR CiRCUitS!” the professor 
said. “I see you’re all back FC and sound, 
including Hologramix! Congratulations on 
accomplishing your mission.” 

“It’s all thanks to you and Fidox!” Sally 
replied. 

“I was happy to help!” Professor Twisterix 
replied. “I see that your onboard computer 
is working, thanks to the power transformer. 
I'll send you the instructions so you 
can set up the MouseStar 1’s engines to run 
on the same system. Then you can use WIND 
and STARLIGHT energy to power your 
spaceship, too!” 

“Do you mean we won't have to use 
FETRASTELISOFI to power our engines 


anymore?” 
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EVERYTHING'S OKAY, GRANDFATHER! pit 


“That’s right!” the professor confirmed. 

“As soon as I set up the engines, we'll be 
able to fl using just the energy from the 
wind and stars!” Sally chimed in. 

“ay! Benjamin cheered. “MouseStar 1 
will be the most environmentally friendly 
spaceship in the Cheddar Galaxy!” 

“I have another idea,” Professor Greenfur 
added. “If you agree, Professor Twisterix, 
Sally and I can fine-tune your invention to 
make it available to every spaceship in the 
universe!” 

“What a mouserific idea!” Twisterix 
replied. “You have my permission to 
proceed!” 

“Let’s celebrate,” Hologramix said as 
a robot waiter approached me holding a 
beverage. “This is for you, Captain. Cheers!” 

I was about to take a sip when I realized 

















Bij, EVERYTHING'S Oxay, GRANDFATHER! 





it was MOTOR PIL. Black holey galaxies! I 
looked at Hologramix in alarm, but he just 
winked. 

“@oichall’ he said, laughing. 

Trap, Benjamin, Thea, Sally, Professor 
Greenfur, and I all joine . It felt great to 
laugh after our encounter with the pirate 
spacecats. I had a feeling we hadn’t seen 
the last of those famousely ferocious 
felines! But that, dear rodent friends, is a 
StOFY for another day! 
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Geronimo Stiltoņnord 


He is a mouseking — the Geronimo Stilton 
of the ancient far north! He lives with his 
brawny and brave clan in the village of 
Mouseborg. From sailing frozen waters 

to facing, fiery dragons, every day is an 
adventure for the micekings! 
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|. Control room 
2.Gigantic telescope 
3. Greenhouse to grow plants and flowers 
4. Library and reading room 
5.Astral Park, an amousement park 
6. Space Yum Café 
7. Kitchen 
8. Liftrix, the special elevator that moves between 
all floors of the spaceship 
9. Computer room 
10. Crew cabins 
||. Theater for space shows 
|2.Warp-speed engines 
13.Tennis court and swimming pool 
14. Multipurpose technogym 


=o = 15. Space pods for exploration 
T A : 16. Cargo hold for food supply 
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` Dear mouse friends, 
thanks for reading, 
and Good-bye until the next book. 
See you in outer space! ` 
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SRL’, STILTONIX: 
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He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo 
Stilton of a parallel universe! He is” 5 
captain of the spaceship MouseStar 1. 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits =| 
distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 
His adventures are out of this world! 
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' PiRATe SPACCCAT ATTACK 


The onboard computer on the spaceship MouseStar 1, . 

Hologramix, is out of order! To fix it, Geronimo Stiltonix 
"must take it to a brilliant inventor who lives 

‘on a distant planet. But while Hologramix 

is being repaired, pirate spacecats attack and ¢ 

steal it! Can the spacemice get Hologramix 

back before the spacecats turn it evil and 

set it against them? 
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